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gf the fable nearest the fin with a chessboard between tkn,
MR WHITE is evidently losing. His hair is ruffled ; bis spectacle
are high up on bis forehead. HERBERT, a fine young fellow, y
looking with satisfaction at the mope he has just made. MR
WHITE makes several attempts to move, but thinks better o/
them. There is a shaded lamp on the table. The door is tightly
shut. The curtains of the window are drawn / but every now
and then the wind is beard whistling outside.

MR WHITE [moving at last, and triumphant}. There, Herbert,
my boy i Got you, I think.

HERBERT. Oh, you're a deep *un, Dad, aren't you ?

MRS WHITE. Mean to say he's beaten you at last ?

HERBERT. Lor, no !    Why, he's overlooked -

MR WHITE [very excited]. I see it 1   Lemme have that back!

HERBERT. Not much.    Rules of the game !

MR WHITE [disgusted]. I don't hold with them scientific rules.
You^turn what ought to be an innocent relaxation -

MRS WHITE, Don't talk so much, Father. You put him
off -

HERBERT [faugbwg]. Not he 1
MR WHITE [trying to distract his attention}. Hark at the wind.
HERBERT [dryly], Ah 1   I'm listening.   Check.
MR WHITE [still trying to distract him}. I should hardly think
Sergeant-major Morris'd come to-night.
HERBERT. Mate.                                            [R/rw, goes up L.
MR WHITE [with an outbreak of disgust and sweeping the chessmen
off the board]. That's the worst of living so far out. Your
friends can't come for a quiet chat, and you addle your brains
over a confounded -
HERBERT. Now, Father !   Morris'll turn up all right.
MR WHITE [still in a temper}. Lovers' Lane, Fulham ! Hoi
of all the beastly, slushy, out-o'-the-way places to live in - 1
Pathway's a bog, and the road's a torrent. [To MRS WHITE,
who has risen, and is at his side] What's the County Council
thinking of, that's what I want to know ? Because this is the
only house in the road it doesn't matter if nobody can get
near it, I s'pose.